room while I was lying in bed looking out of the window.
And, anyway, why return it to me with the spool still
inside it? 'How had the police got into the business? Had
the taker of the photographs told them anonymously?
There was, of course., the chemist. The police had obvi-
ously been in ambush for the owner of the negative.
Perhaps the chemist had been caught with the photo-
graphs and sworn that they had belonged to me. But then,
that didn't account for their being with my experimental
shots. There had been no sign of a join in the negative.
It was hideously puzzling.

I was feverishly going over the ground for the third
time when there was the sound of footsteps in the cor-
ridor outside and the door of my cell opened. The fat man
in the tussore suit came in. The door closed behind him.

For a moment he stood wiping the inside of his collar
with his handkerchief, then he nodded to me and sat
down on the bed.

'Sit down, Vadassy.'

I sat down on the only other piece of furniture in the
room, an enamelled iron bidet with a wooden lid on it.
The small, dangerous eyes surveyed me thoughtfully.

"Would you like a bowl of soup and some bread?'

This I had not expected.

cNo, thank you. I am not hungry.'

CA cigarette, then?'

He proffered a crumpled packet of Gauloises. This soli-
citude was, I felt, highly suspicious; but I took one.

He gave me a light from the end of his own cigarette.
Then he carefully wiped the sweat from his upper lip and
from behind his ears.

*Why,' he said at last, 'did you admit that you took
those photographs?'
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